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FOR THE ROSE BUD, 

ON CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 
Perhaps there is no vice to 
which some boys are so much 


brute creation; they seem to 
think that because animals 
eannot speak, they cannot 





from bough to bough, and 
although it ft could not speak, 
plainly shewed that it was 
happy and thankful for God’s 

blessings. Afone moment, 
the active little animal sat 
perched on its hinder teet with 
its beautiful tail upraised, and 
curved gracefully backwards 
like an Ostrich feather; then 


addicted, as cruelty to the) as quick as a bird, it sprang 


upon another bough, and af- 


feel pain; in this way an old | 


woman, when reproved for 
skinning eels alive, said ‘Oh, 
they don’t mind it, they are 
accustomed to it.” My dear 


yourselves, a child, and, al- 
though, thanks toa kind Oxe- 
ator for making me the non 
of such humane parents, 

never shared in their wat 
sports, I could not avoid wit- 
nessing the cruelty of other 
boys. will now tell you 
what I have seen;—a beauti- 
ful little squirrel was on a 


bright sunny day frisking | 


ter skipping about, it ran in- 
to a hollow in the tree; un- 
foriunately, at this very mo- 
ment, a wicked boy waspas- 
sing and saw where it enter- 
ed; he immediately elimbed 
the tree, plugged up the hole, 


his comrades; at the same 
, time, he whistled for Towzer, | 
_ Rock, and Pompcy, three 
| fierce dogs; two of the boys 


brought axes, and ina few | 


minutes, the tree was lying 
on the ground. 

I suppose youal! know that 
squirrels destroy a great deal 
of corn, forthey open an ear 
at the top, eat what they 
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want, and then leave the re- 
mainder to rot from exposure 
to the weather: indeed, far- 
mers say, that whoever kills 
a squirrel in the spring, saves 
a bushel of that year’s crop: 
—these naughty boys proba- 
bly thought so too, but they 
were not satisfied with. kil- 
ling. poor little ‘Bunny,’ but 
they wanted some fun; with 
their axes, they split open 
the tree; and while the dogs 
could scarcely be restrained, 
one of these hard-hearted lit- 
tle reprobates held down each 
of the squirrel’s paws, while 
another cut off its nails close 
with a knifp, to prevent the 


little readers, | was once like | and then ran to call some of ; possibility of its climbing: 


he who held it then flung iv 
away; the dogs barked, leap- 
ed upon it, and in a few mo- 
ments, the little frisker was 
torn in pieces; perhaps it 
might have been a mother, 
and its little ones died of star- 
vation. 

My dear young friends, 
cati you believe that a God 
of goodness and mercy, and 








14 


THE ROSE BUD, 














who delights in the happiness 
of his creatures, would look } 
down from Heaven in appro- 
bation of such barbarity?— 
1 know you cannot. 


A FPRIEND TO YOUTH. 
Kershaw. 





[send the following feeble and 
mperfect translation, dear Mrs. Ep- 
sTOR, with almost a fear that it is 
unworthy of a place in your sweet 
Rose Bud. 

German is delightful, as we catch 
a beam through its clouds of difficul- 

‘UNE AMIE.’ 
FROM THE GERMAN. 


‘CHE BLOSSOMS AND THE 
LEAVES. 


When almost every blos- 
som of Spring had fallen, and 
onlya few, withered and pale, 
clung to the parent stem, a 
leaf exclaimed to its compan- 
tons: ‘show feeble and _ use- 
less are these blossoms,— 
though they have enjoyed 
but the dawn of existence, 
see how they already perish 
beneath us. We remain firm 
and constant throughout the 
heat of summer, continually 
increasing in brilliancy and 
freshness, and spreading our 
graceful foliage over the 
tempting fruit; till at length, 
after long months of useful- 
ness, we sink to sleep in all 
our variegated beauty, be- 
neath the thunderbolt of the 
tempest.’’? But the fallen 
iplossoms whispered in reply: 
‘‘O how calm and peaceful 
was our fall: we alone were 
the truly happy; for we left 
cherished and useful offspring 
in'the fruit.’”’..* * .*. * 


ties, 





Oh! ye humble» inmates of 
the cottage, fear not the rich 
in their pompand splendour; 
ye secret benefactors of the 
poor, seek not the wreath of 
glory, too often won: on the 

attle field, crowded with its 
victims; ye watchful and 
toiling mothers, envy not the 
rich their heaps of treasure; 
for ye alone are the truly 
blessed:—-ye are the hlos- 
soms. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD 


RELIGION. 

Of all virtues, Religion is 
the chief. Influenced by it, 
what do we require more? 
Without it, what is man, but 
a mere savage? For him 
there is no peace here, or 
ons my hereafter. It is 
the basis of all virtues. An 
individual who does not be- 
lieve in the divinity and om- 
niscience of a God above, and 
who does not adore Him ac- 
cording to that belief, is not 
worthy of being ealled a hu- 
man being. The power of 
religion over a man induces 
him to imitate or endeavour 
toimitate the Deity. 

Parents, if you desire the 
success and happiness of your 
children, inculcate religion 
on their young hearts.— 
What are knowledge, rich- 
es, honor, fame, and glory, 
without religion? They are 
as the idle wind which sweeps 
over the plain, and then dies 
away. Love and obey your 
God, and then will all other 
valuable attainments follow. 


H. 
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FOR MY 
loungest Readers. 





I read a story once a 
bout a good little girl. 
whose name was Mary: 
and I read one about a bad 
girl, whose name was.Po 
sy. lLwonder if the lit- 
tle girl who is reading 
this 1s like Mary or like 
Posy. If she is gentle and 
kind to every body; nev 
er says **I wont” or “you 
shant,” or ‘‘get out,” and 
never quarrels with her 
brothers and sisters, keeps 
her clothes neat and clean. 
and always minds her fa- 
ther and mother, and loves 
God, she is like Mary.— 
But if she is rude — and 
cross, strikes her little 
brother, or the servants, 
or cries when she _ has to 
put on her apron at din- 
ner time, or pouts, and 
will not mind her father 
and mother, or talks and 
plays in school, she is ve- 
ry much like bad Posy.— 
When I see a little gir! 
looking neat and happy. I 
think there is a good lit- 
tle Mary—but if I seeone 
with a dirty frock, look- 
ing cross and sad, I al- 
ways think there is a bad 
little Posy, and I do not 
love to look at her. 

M. W. H. 


Savannah. 
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As I did not last week tell 
you about Matilda, I will do 
so now. Have you thought 
of the reason why her pa- 
rents did not wish her to 
fearnto read? Did any of 
you try to find a verse in the 
bible, which told you. the 
reason? Take your bible 
and look for one. Perhaps 
vou will see it in the beauti- 
ful book of Proverbs. I will 
go on with the story of Ma- 
tilda. 


When her Mother refused 
to let her go with her Aunt, 
she began to cry, and her 
Aunt seeing how anxious she 
was, begged her Mother to 
permit her to go, and at last 
she consented. Matilda’s 
little heart beat quick with 
joy. She went with her 
Aunt, and the next Sunday 
visited the Sabbath School. 
She was put in Miss H—~’s 
class and a Primer, Hymn 
book, and a Catechism were 
given her. She went home 
quite delighted with her new 
books, and learned all the 
lessons that were set her. 


On the next Sabbath, she 
recited them. Her teacher 
praised her industry, and 
spoke so kindly to her, that 
Matilda thought she should 
be a bad girl ever to offend 
so kindalady, and she de- 
termined to ve always punc- 
tual at Sunday School, and 
please Miss H. 


I forgot to say that Matil- 
da was about six years old. 


ANNA. 


Savannah. 





To the young Gentleman, who 
so pathetically complained, in a 
late Rose Bud, of being always 
served with the Drumstick at din- 
ner. 

My Young Friend, 

I sincerely sympathise 
with you. For seven long 
years, from the fifth to the 
twelfth of my life, I knew 
not what it was to partake 
of the white meat of turkey 
or any other fowl. And I 
now write to you, not ima- 
gining that I can inform you 
how to escape altogether 
from the sad oppression you 
are suffering, but to commu- 
nicate to you a fact lately 
made known to me, which 
will serve very much to mi- 
tigate your impatience, and 
to give youconsiderable com- 
fort. It isthis. If you must 
have the drum-stick, always 
ask your father, or guardian, 
of aunt, to give you that 
which belongs to the deft leg. 
This, yOu may depend, is 
much the most tender of the 
two. You may be surprised 
at this assertion; but I can 
convince you of its truth ina 
few words, as I have lately 
been assured of the fact in 
question, and of the reasons 
for it, by two respectable and 
well informed Frenchmen, 
with whom I was dining, and 
who pay particular attention 
to the articles of their diet. 
You may often haveobserved 
different kinds of fowl, and 
especially the goose, standin 
much upon one leg. Now 
this leg is always on the right 
side. By such constant use, 


it becomes quite muscular, ; hope on the other. 











left leg, being always drawn 
up ander the body of the 
bird, becomes comparatively 
tender. 

Hoping you will profit by 
this hint, I remain your 
friend and well wisher, 

EQUAL JUSTICE. 

Charleston. 


CHARLESTON: 
SATURDAY, MARCH 16, 1833. 





Several communications in Prose 
and Poetry have been received, from 
different sources, and are acceptable. 
From some, however, we shall only 
be able to present extracts. We are 
very happy to find our humble at- 
tempts crowned with such encour- 
agement. 

Our Savannah cor: spondents vc- 
cupy a very favorite portion of our 
little paper. The Youngest Reader= 
shall not be neglected. 
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Selected for the Rose Bud. 


Different Colours of Mourning. 


In Europe, black is generally used 
because it represents darkness, which 
resembles death, as it is a privation 
of life. In China, white is used, be- 
cause they hope that the dead are in 
Heaven, the place of purity. In E- 
gypt, yellow is used, because it re- 
presents the decaying of trees and 
flowcrs, which become yellow as they 
die away. In Ethiopia, brown is 
used, as it denotes the colour of the 
earth from whence we come, and to 
which we return. In some parts of 
Turkey, blue is used, as it represents 
the sky, where they hope the dead 
are gone—but in other parts, purple 
and violet, being a kind of mixture 
of black and blue, representing, as it 
were, sorrow on the one side, and 
MARY. 
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OR LGLrNAL POBPRY. Her head is raised, and her step is true, 


And she murmurs her mother’s name. 
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JAIRUS’ DAUGHTER.—Luke, ch, 8. C. G., 


(First published in the North American Review.) pie yor THE ROSE BUD 
They have watched her last and quivering breath, LINES, 
And the maiden’s soul has flown; On the Death of my first and only Child. 


They have wrapt her in the robes of death, With vivid brightuess still I see, 
And laid her, dark and lone. The last sad time she Jook’d on me: 
It was a sweet, a heavenly look, 
But the mother casts a look bebind, And more than letter’d volumes spoke 
And weeps for that fallen flower ; 
Nay, start not—’twas the passing wind, 
Those limbs have lost their power. 


And while reclin’d upon my breast, 
Her soul seem’d fluttering to its rest. 
And as in angaish thus she lay, 
And tremble not at that cheek of snow, Her happy spirit pass’d away. 

Over which the faint light plays; 


eee emt But b» a latent effort given, 
‘Tis only the curtain’s crimson glow, ' 


2 She smil’d, as sweetly as in heaven, 
Which thus deceives thy gaze. And in that look mine eye could tell, 


Didst thou not close that expiring eye, She meant a long—a long farewell. 


And feel the soft pulse decay? But God has wooed her as his own; 
And did not thy lips receive the sigh, And rais’d her to her Saviour’s throne. 


That bore her soul away? I lov’d her, but 1 would refrain 
7 To ask her back to earth again. 
She lies on her couch, all pale and hush’d, Charleston, 8. C. GW. 6 


And heeds not thy gentle tread, See tS: 
A THOUGHT, 
FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE, 
Like stars in heaven, 
Her mother has passed from that lonely room, Never hasting, 
And the maid is still and pale, Yet never resting, 
Her ivory hand is cold as the tomb, So should man be found, 


And dark is the stiffen’d nail. Winding still through Duty’s round. 





And is still as the spring-flower by traveller crash’d, 
Which dies on its snowy bed. 








Her mother retires with folded arms, OBITUARY. 
And her head is ‘bent in woe; Drep, on the 6th inst. WILLIAM, infant son of | 
Iler heart is shut to joys or harms, and O. Day. 
No tear attempts to flow. **1 lov’d thee, darling of my heart, 
My boy, I lov’d thee dearly! 
But listen! what name salutes her ear’ And though we only met to part, 
It comes to a heart of stone— How sweetly—how severely 
"*Jesus,”’ she cries, ‘‘has no power here,”’ Nor life and death can sever 
‘My daughter’s spirit has flown!” Mother and babe for ever! 








He feuds the way to that cold white couch, William, my last, my youngest lové 
And bends o’er that senseless form ; The crown of every other, 
She breathes! She breathes! at his hallow’d touch Though thou art born again above, 
ZT only am thy mother: 
Nor will affection let me 
And the fresh blood comes with its roseate hue, Believe thou canst forget me.’’ 
And life spreads quick through her frame, MONTGOMERY 


The maiden’s hand is warm. 








